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carried an introspective expression; the face of an artist and
a dreamer, but with strong lines denoting will power and
boundless energy. An outdoor man, in short a real man,
a man's man. He had a mental craving for truth. He
applied one test to religion, to economics, to everything:
What is truth? He could think great thoughts. One could
not meet him without feeling the impact of a superior
intellect. He faced life with superb assurance, and faced
death serenely imperturbable."

Fred Thompson bought a sled and a team of dogs and
took Jack prospecting up the various creeks that fed into the
Yukon. Thompson testifies that Jack was an expert at out-of-
doors life, that he could kindle a fire in a storm, make
delicious flapjacks and bacon, sling a tent so they could
sleep warmly in a temperature of thirty degrees below
zero. Jack would have said that all this was apple pie to a
Tramp Royal who had spent a year sleeping in the open
without a blanket and cooked his food in tin cans over a
railroad jungle fire.

Jack and Thompson began prospecting on the Henderson,
which emptied into the Yukon a mile below Steward Camp.
Where the swift water kept the ice at bay they thrust their
shovels into the creek bed and brought them up with shining
dust in the bits of gravel clinging to the blades. Breathlessly
they staked out their claims, mushed behind their dogs at a
swift clip to get back to Steward, and spread the word. Every
last man in camp set out on foot or behind his dogs to stake a
claim. Thompson told Jack that they were worth a cool
quarter of a million. What dreams Jack must have dreamed
of bringing his sacks of gold back to Oakland, of supporting
Flora and John London in style, repaying Eliza for her
many kindnesses, claiming Mabel Applegarth for his wife,
and having the leisure to become a writer.

The dreams did not last long; the old sourdoughs who
had dashed out to Henderson creek came in with a loud
laugh* Jack's pure gold dust had proved to be mica! Thomp-
son says that Jack did not seem to be too greatly disappointed;
going up on the Umatilla he had told Thompson that he was